rheemtention (fthetwofimm Houfes^ 

Farewell my Lord. m , 

Extt'BMcktnghtm, 

Torke. Whofe within there i 

Enter one. 

Owe. My Lord . 

Yorke. Sirrah, go will the Earles ofSalsbury and Warwickto 
Tup with me to nigh t. 

Owe, I will my Lord. £*(>. 

Enter the King and Q^ene with her Haw\e on herfifi, and Dui^ 
Hnmfrej And Snfolke, and the Cardinall, at if 
they crane from Hawkingt 

^eene. My Lord, how did your grace like this laft flight?; 
But as 1 cafl her offthe winde did rife. 

And twas ten to one, old lone had not gone out. 

King. How wonderfull the Lords workes arc on eaitb«, 
Eucn in thefc filly creatures of his hands, fj; 

Vnkle Glofter,how hye your hawke did fore. 

And on a fodaine foue’d the Partridge downe, 

Snf, No maruell if it pleafe yout Maiefty, 

My Lord Proteftors hawkes do towre fo well. 

They know their mafter fores a Faulcons pitch. 

Hum, Faith my Lord, it’sbut abafeminde. 

That fores no higner then a bird can fore, 

Card.l thought your Grace would be aboue the clouds. 
Hum. I my Lord Cardinal!, were it not good 
Your grace could fly to heauen. 

Card, Thy heauen is onearth, thy words and thoughts btite 
on a Crowne, proud Proteiior, dangerous Pecre,to fmooihe it 
thus with King andGommonwealth, 

H«w,How now my Lord,why this is more then needs,church 
men fo hot? Good vnckle can you do’t, 

Suf. Why not.hauing fo good a quartell,and fo bad a caufe? 
Bum. As how,my Lord ? 

Suf. As you, my Lord, and t’iikc your Lordly Lordes Prol^ 
ftorfhip. 

Hum. Why Sulfolke, England Icnowes thy infolwice. 

I 




Yorke and laffea/^fr, 

, «i«6, fot MeflW arc the peace-mates on earth. 

‘^aJj.Utmehebleffeaforthepe.celmake, 

...^ftthisptouaPioteaotwiihmyfword. 

Vnklc, I would it were come to that. 

**’^^^[VaroPlantagenetaswellasthou, and fonnetolohn of 

Gaunt. 

fi^w.Inbaftardy. 

MakeTppeC fe^ousnumbcrs,but euen in thine ownc 
perfon meetc me at the Eaft end ot the groue. 

^ Card: Here’s my hand, 1 will, 

jfiwrWhyhovvnow Lotds? n eer r 

cJd, Faith Cofin Glofter,bad not your man caftofffofoone, 

we had bad motefportto day. Come with thy IwotdandBuck- 
Icr. 

mm: Gods mother Prieft lie (bauc your crowne. 

Card: Protedior, prote(ft thy felfe well. _ . 



Enter one crying a miracle, a miracle* 

How now? Now firra,what miracle is it? 

One. And it pleafe your Grace, there is a man that came blind 
to S.Albones,and hath receiued his fight at the Ihrine. 

King Go fetch him hether, that wee may glotifie the lord with 
him. 

Enter the Mator of Saint Albones,and his Brethren, with Mu^ 
fiekf, hearing the man that had hene blind between 
two in a chaire 

King: Thou happy man, giuc God eternall praife, 

Foi he it is that thus hath helped thee: 

Where waft thou borne ^ 

toore man*Bx Barwich pleafe your Maiefty in the North, 

‘ . Ca 




